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Miscetfanea. 
Few pages in Irish history are so absorbingly interesting, or 
contain such a grand story of heroism, as 
The ** Wild those which record the fate and fortunes of 
Geese.” Patrick Sarsfield, Earl of Lucan, who, not- 
withstanding the odds that were against 
him, and his desertion by the weak-kneed James II., made 
such a gallant stand for “‘ Faith and Fatherland.” In the 
historical tale, by Gregory Barr, the opening chapters of 
which appear in this issue, the great deeds of the days of 
the ‘‘ Wild Geese ”’ will be depicted in the masterly style of 
the author, who has made Ireland’s history a lifelong study, 
and who will present the salient features of those troubled 
but glorious days in a manner informing, pleasing, and soul- 
stirring. We feel confident that both young and old will 
follow the flight of the ‘‘ Wild Geese,’’ as portrayed in our 
pages, with all-absorbing attention, and that they will feel all 
the better from partaking of this literary treat so racy of the 

soil, and breathing forth the spirit of the nation. 


Since the day now more than three years ago when the present 
war with all its nameless horrors was let 

Benedict loose on the world, Our Holy Father, 

the Peacemaker. Benedict XW., as becomes the earthly re- 
presentative of the Prince of Peace, has 

never ceased to work both publicly and privately for a return 
of sanity and peace to the warring peoples. No Catholic can 
forget the solemn and splendid eloquence of that first thrilling 
appeal addressed to the nations on the first anniversary of the 
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outbreak of the strife. It was all unheeded by those who alone 
could give it effect—the ambitious schemers for whom the lives 
of men are mere pawns. in the game of selfishness and greed. 
But Benedict the Peacemaker was not discouraged. In face 
of difficulties and rebuffs without parallel in history, he has 
pursued his great purpose with calm, inflexible determination 
and with unremitting effort, and has led his people at last 
to the hills from which the Dawn can be seen. 


For we feel confident that in his late Note to the Heads of 
the Belligerent Peoples is the sure foretokening of the long- 
wished-for peace. It has moved the world like a new revela- 

tion. It has scattered the good seed on hearts now well pre- 
pared for it—broken and harrowed by the pitiless machine of 
war. It has made the word Peace familiar to lips long 
estranged to it. It has torn the mask of hypocrisy from the 
faces of the war-gods. It has come at the precisely right 
moment. Cold and ill-conditioned as has been its reception 
by certain governments and certain magnates of the news- 
paper Press, and even by certain Catholics, its effect has 
been evident even on the most unwilling minds. ‘Things 
cannot now remain as they were before. The Note is not 
so much an appeal as a challenge, and it is a challenge that 
must be accepted by all who wish to save even the semblance 
of rectitude in the awful butchery to which they have con- 
demned their innocent fellow-men. What the Pope boldly 
calls before the world ‘‘a useless massacre”? cannot long 
continue, and there are hopeful signs already of the end. 


“ How beautiful on the mountains are the feet of him that 
bringeth good tidings and that preacheth peace!’ It should 
be a pride and a consolation to Catholics that of all the great 
ones of the earth the man to whom these words apply in their 
fulness to-day is the Father of the Faithful. It is as Father 
of the Faithful he speaks ‘‘ who loves with equal affection all 
his children.’’ He has set an example for all to follow, and 
has shown clearly how little in common with him have those 
whose “‘ mouth is still full of cursing and bitterness and their 
feet swift to shed blood.’’ Evil-minded men may try to water 
down or distort or misinterpret his words or to gull the people 
as to his motives and intentions. But his words are too clear 
and strong for misrepresentation, and the true Catholic has 


one duty in respect to them—which may best be performed 
on his knees. 


By the death of Bishop O’Dwyer the Church in Ireland has 
lost one of its most gifted and sterling 


Memories of prelates. His sturdy eloquence and vigo- 
the late rous pen were potent factors in the cause 
Bishop O’ Dwyer. 


of truth and justice, and though at times 
his views on some questions might be 
deemed original, yet even those who differed from him in 
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matters of controversy were compelled to sec na Usama 
of character and his oie of Pie ae x te ose 
i s E 
to the country he is a great loss, ne eae te hae 
ise of such an eminent eccles ake iS 
nag) priest, and thirty-one years as Las y's) 
with the zeal of an apostle in the diocese of Limerick. 


; : valued contributor to the pages 
Meas pee A ae ihaweline reminiscences of the 
‘s a iN "Dr. O'Dwyer (she writes) was small in ris 
oe - egal insignificant looking. His dark, ances 
oy Tih their intense and penetrating expression, 4 oe “Pp 
Biss ies shed between his brows by meditation, sid i 
Ese ar of profound thought, blended with is a ty. 
ity destueed: perhaps, accentuated Paar ree caaedered 
j upon occasions. 
aes he ei of jae ana detested long ta fag 
tealaiy when ‘he hime Web DURES re ethno 
osha i ig puapnet seat His Lordship would be compelled 


» 


- > 
be more diffuse in returning thanks. nae wae ves 
med Dr. O'Dwyer merrily, “ PU bet you ey pa 
*h will be shorter than yours. ccordingls - 
fea sree rose and, bowing graciously, said, are ie 
Sia Ne Bishop’s health,’ and Dr. O’Dwyer curtly 
m —— 


y? 
courteously replied, “ Thanks, gentlemen ! 


frail ha ae ge ead umaed waver Dudirig: Heslast 
i loved straightforward ways. ae 
Nee peg mere told him it would be i a CEE 
; ‘d that there was no hope of recovery. a ae 
pos ee an honest man,” said His Lordship cheerfully. 
yo i 


Dr O'Dwyer never recovered. from the “ee nee Re by 
death of his friend, Canon Murphy, whom Gece 
Silla d of whom he could not speak withou oe ing 
C Tndeed for all his seeming ap pron! Sir ais ae 
; of an f 
tah a a edi a ochre and re, orig’ 
aL ania ahs strictly pastoral—he was asked DY 


friend why he invariably posted his letters, as rene as Ue 
th : time advising him to sleep upon them. vices 
De ee n, if I slept on them I would never 4 nao 
aoa rhe Bishop. ‘‘ Second een ay neg vee 
Eone i i t the Bishop h 
ee. rete is pie Strike the iron while ihe 
hit head and smite with might and main, were mottoes whic 
i 


he reduced to practise. : 
: : ihe |e : ie 
Fluent as speaker and writer, no one who ever ha 


is likely to forget 
ivi ing Dr. O’ Dwyer preach is oes 
pig antes penis and soul-stirring fervour. Friends 
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and admirers as well as those W ho did not share his views 
! 

on questions of the day, are alike enthusiastic in their praise 

of that wonderful gift which he Pos sessed of touching the 


hardest hearts, and bringi 
’ T . 
the troubled breast. St Sree t ONRRIAEIES anced to 


It was stated at the recent Celtic Conference at Birkenhead 
that out of a total of 16,000,000 of the Celtic 
trace, three and a half million speak one or 
oe of the Celtic languages. In Ireland 
SP denen i i 4 progress is made in the preservation 
eee Nas wat e Gael, and while a quarter of a million 
ess fy : ae teaching Irish in the schools, yet, as was 
ong a cheep irkenhead, the acquirement of the language 
nes oe is retarded owing to a defective system of 
ay ve Fg & by unsuitable text books. We are informed 
just before a aroeupes oh he ate Pa 
e children f i 

ae Sab predominates—is a hae ite fare: 

well calculated to create a distaste for the lab daaae ; 


Pan: Celtic 
Confederation. 


Eminently distinguished as theologian. canonist, preacher and 
Scriptural scholar, Archbishop MclIn- 
oh ae a auxiliary to the Vener- 
e Archbishop of Birmi — 
ee eS a_correspondent)—will be heartily aaa 
Seon ag Oe ee ee oe g the two years that ie 
e office, before his appoint i 
Pabst ‘ ppointment as Presi- 
glish College, Rome, h d i 
ot oar Ro ee xe, he endeared himself to 
é i é position and the active and i 
interest which he evidenced in all i weno ae 
ere : uestion i 
aoe and social well-being of the Chbolis eee 
Paige ied eas with the working of diocesan afi 
sence will be a distinct advant to th iastical 
life of the archdiocese and Weicaedinte ob Cathet 
of t to the forwarding of i 
revival in England. The Archbishop comes of ie fase, 


and he has ever evinced i i 
oe sank inced a deep interest in the fortunes of the 


- Archbishop McIntyre. 


We offer our cordial congratulations to the Headmistress and 
ede yi of St. Joseph’s Secondary School, 
eae ount St. Joseph’s, Deane, Bolton, on. the 
» splendid results achieved by their pupils 
PAS Son ee at the recent Oxford local examinations. 
as, i a ee all eas in the Junior Girls was won by 
Miss ty, who gained a £10 exhibition and first cl i 
tinctions in Latin and Mathemati cae 
i cs. In the Senior i 
tion fourteen honours, and in th i i Fe as 
teen ho : thirteen ho: 
well as distinctions in Engli Soanich eae 
t glish, Spanish, History, Geo 
eaten | yore ae to the students i ioe 
which is under t irectio: i : 
Jose! ga enctlad e direction of the Sisters of the 
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Ireland is much indebted to the Christian Brothers for 
their efforts in the cause of Catholic education. It is, 
therefore, gratifying to us to observe that the O’Connell 
Schools, North Richmond Street, Dublin, hold the first place 
in the Intermediate examinations. These schools have 
secured a total of 47 awards, of which 21 are exhibitions. In 
languages, science, and especially in mathematics, the 

upils have specially distinguished themselves, and 
the other schools conducted by the Brothers throughout the 
country have also given good proof of their efficiency. Rock- 
well, Clongowes, Castleknock, and the Leeson Street School 
of the Marists have also won high distinctions, proving the 
admirable educational systems that are followed in our 
Catholic colleges. “The Loreto Convents and the Saint Louis 
Convents, especially the St. Louis Convent, Monaghan, con- 
tinue to hold the distinguished position they have won for 
themselves in Irish education. Taking into account the dis- 
abilities which hamper the work of education in our Catholic 
schools and colleges, the gratifying results of these establish- 
ments are all the more admirable. 


A Cork correspondent tells us that the membership of the 
Young Men’s Society in Cork has reached 
Social Activity no less than four figures and, considering 
in Cork. the numerical strength of this excellent 
Catholic body, he thinks it is time that 
efforts should be made to secure a more commodious building 
for the accommodation of its members. The reading and 
billiard rooms, our informant states,. are inadequate to meet 
the requirements of this growing society. ‘The reason given 
for delay in erecting new premises is the inflated cost of build- 
ing materials now prevailing. We are glad to hear of the 
progress made by this society, numerically and otherwise, 
and we feel sure that the committee will take the earliest 
possible steps to erect or secure a building more befitting such 
a vigorous society of Cork Catholics. 


We are pleased to hear of the active steps that are being 
taken to stem the tide of objectionable literature by the Cork 
Vigilance Committee. We should be sorry to hear that any 
Catholics should countenance imported literary pabulum 
which contains matter detrimental to the interests of either 
Faith or morality, and we hope that parents exercise due 
supervision over the publications that are admitted to their 
homes. ‘The debasing influences of bad literature, as well as 
unsavoury plays, must needs be counteracted and stamped 
out by every legitimate means, and hence arises the necessity 
for such. organisations as the Dublin and Cork Vigilance 
Societies. Special praise is due to the ladies’ section of the 
Cork Society for their efforts to preserve the fair fame of the 


City on the Lee. 
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fin Srisfi Nan, 


[Miss Annie Ledwidge, to wh 

Me : dge, om we ext i i 

ae. ar in sending us the Ghetae woes aan ue uy cata 
rother, writes :—‘‘ Would you think the enclosed taadio gh ue 


Tri hehe DEN Waoaee 
rish Nun,’ worth publishing in your grand little book, ‘ The Cross ’? 


‘as writt i x Ww 
Wi ittén some ae ago by my brother, Francis, who as killed in 
would like very much to see it in ‘ The Cross,’ and 
’ ’ 


Fianders on July 31st. 
perhaps, all readers will pray for him. ] 


ae the lamb white hills she heard a moan 

ie nd she slipped away in the slow gray rain 
ere were tears in her eyes for love of One 
Whose heart was torn with a Cross’s ‘pain. 


nie left the cow with the milk white horn 

ik nd the calves that loved her slim pale hand 
t the open lane gate lowing lorn 
Across the heaving meadow land. 


Like whispered psalms the hill winds blew 
Across the corn waves harvest brown 

There, looking back the maiden knew 
How much she loved them in the town. 


But she slipped away i 
away in the slow gra i 
" or she was tired of all Earth’s cae 
ow far away in the land of Spain 
She moves, an angel unawares. 


Francis E. LeEDWwIDGE. 


Sfie Rosary: A Meditation 


: At 

WHEN ont ae beads we may be sometimes puzzled 
eA eid ty . er we will let our thoughts concentrate 
eur jee n : e mysteries proposed, or after a passing 
Stoke at bag x our attention upon the salutations and 
ae . ail Mary. Since our piety should be at ease 
Miscranpelbiigs My usually and wisely follow our attraction 
Ag pagan’ - ich is natural or that which suits the mood 
setheagie® ina But if we turn to what—amid much contro- 
ae fs entic of the origin of the devotion, the simple 
ish ge one hundred and fifty Aves, is of earlier date 
a hate pairing: by meditation. When this was 
became fixed tis theln give ba oma en 
order. ow i 

feen Sta hae pie the three-fold clean-cut Weaken ne 
ne iH “i ii ul and Glorious ; and we may ask if there be 
a aad ce beyond that of time between the sacred mysteries 
grouped. It may be suggested that there is—and one 


that gathers them into a uni 
] unity of 
us yet more highly value our fae ee hae 


Il. 

St. Paul says of heaven : *' ‘Men 1 shall know even as I am 
known ’’; and of earth: “ And now there remain faith, hope, 
and charity ; these three.” 

‘The Joyful mysteries are for Faith. For in them we dwell 
upon the fact, the central fact, of the world’s history and of 
our own, of God becoming man. As the five mysteries develop 
the fact, faith grows brighter and joy deeper. They say to 
us, “ Behold I bring you good tidings of great joy,’ a joy 
first solitary in one human heart because immaculate, then 
spreading to three others, and yet wider and wider, spreading, 
till it has reached ourselves. The Joyful take us back 
through the lapse of centuries, and far eastward to beautiful 
Nazareth, the flower of Isaias’ prophecy, nestling among the 
southerly hills where the mountain range of Lebanon slopes 
abruptly to the plain of Esdrzelon, to a cottage on the roadside 
under a protecting rock, and we see no ordinary angel but one 
of God’s archangels bending down in reverence before the 
wife, wife yet maid, of the village carpenter, and saluting her 
with the happiest message that ever heaven sent to earth. 
And when she has gathered its full import and consented to 
the Divine motherhood, the great joy is sown in the human 
mother’s heart. Mary’s highest privilege is for herself alone, 
but her joy must travel, and it is soon shared by three others, 
the priestly family at ancient Hebron. ‘Then it must gently 
break upon a still unconscious world, when human eyes are 
summoned by heavenly messengers to gaze upon Eternal 
Wisdom living in mortal flesh : the Light eternally born of 
Light shining now upon the world from the cold cave folded 
in the darkness of midnight. Then held in the arms and 
pressed to the warm heart of holy Simeon while proclaimed 
the glory of Israel, the light of the Gentiles, the salvation 
prepared before the face of all peoples. Lastly we see the 
sorrow. of father and mother turning to gladness, and the 
curiosity of the doctors lost in wonder as Eternal Unaided 
Wisdom Himself manifests Himself to the world: and our 
joy is full. 


Ill. 

But it is little that the light of Faith shine in our mind, 
if the warmth of love be not in our heart. The Sorrowful 
mysteries are for Charity. . They guide us still to think of 
God made man, but ‘“ the Man of Sorrows.’’ In the language 
of the sacred song, “‘ Deep calleth upon deep.’’ Love that is- 
infinite now descends into the unfathomed depths of the 
human heart and by mortal suffering seeks for return; seeks 
for it even by the challenge of death. ‘‘ Greater love than this 
no man hath that a man lay down his life for his friends.” 
Our Rosary places us at His side all through the Sacred 
Passion. Step by step we are with Him from Gethsemani to 
Calvary. ‘The mysteries of His manifestation as man are 
arched by twelve years, but love must hasten, and those that 
show the Man of Sorrows are accomplished in little more than 
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twelve hours. The telling of the beads grows faint to touch, 
and the salutations of the Ave sound afar off, as we follow 
Him “that cometh from Edom with dyed garments from 
Bosra, this beautiful one in his robe, walking in the greatness 
of his strength.’’ Though we already know the answer, we 
venture to ask, “ Why then is thy apparel red and thy gar- 
ments like theirs that tread in the winepress?”’ Each time 
we hear His answer it speaks a tenderer reproach : “I have 
trodden the winepress alone.’”? The five mysteries show His 
treading; the shedding of the Precious Blood in the mental 
agony in the garden, Its most copious shedding in the scourg- 
ing, Its drops from His bleeding brow as gems upon the crown 
of thorns, Its mingling with the dust of the road when He 
went forth bearing His own cross, Its last outpouring from 
hands and feet torn by the nails, and from His side opened 
by the iron spear-head. When the Sorrowful mysteries are 
finished, He says: ‘ What is there more that I could do?” 
And we must either be silent before the magnificence of His 
love, or the gentlest of whispers, ‘“‘ Lord, thou knowest all 
things, thou knowest that I love thee.” 


IV. 

Thus Faith and Charity are children of our Rosary, but the 
bond of union is threefold, and Hope also must be summoned. 
Our future is unending, and stretches before us as a faultless 
day. The Glorious mysteries are the Song of Hope heard 
dimly through the centuries, then plainly on Easter morn. 
In our Lord’s resurrection our human nature has its victory 
over death, the separation of soul and body, the wages of sin. 
In the Ascension, the eternal gates are lifted up, and the King 
of Glory enters in, a very man enters heaven and sits at the 
right hand of His Father. Vet He is but the first of many 
brethren, and the third mystery shows us the divine provision 
made for the many to follow. His bride, the church, appears, 
“a glorious church not having spot or wrinkle,’’ deathless, 
whose lips are beautiful with utterance of truth, and who sits 
crowned with wealth of years, whose sons shall come from 
afar, and whose daughters shall rise up at her side. In the 
next mystery we see one who is simply and purely a creature 
risen from the dead and following her son on the road so many 
weary feet shall tread till the last ear of corn is gathered into 
God’s barn. Finally, the last mystery, showing Mary entered 
into her great reward, seals our hope of our own eternal weight 
of glory earned by this momentary and light tribulation. 

Hence our Rosary, as a meditation, or continued thinking 
on God, become man, crucified and risen, is the support of our 
Faith, Hope and Charity, “the triple cord not easily 
broken.”’ It suits us all, it is our common and cherished 
heritage in the household of the faith. If we had it not some- 
thing would be wanting to our life. So the beads will pass 
through our fingers, and their mysteries live in our thoughts, 
till the telling of the one is stilled by death, and the vision 
of the other is lost in our gaze on the light in which the beauty 
of God is seen, Piacip WarEINc, C.P, 


ove 


4n the Days of the Wild Seese. 


HA Tate of Sarsfiets’s Simes. 


By GreGorY BARR. 
(Author of Retribution, etc.) 


PART FIRST. 
CHAPTER I. 


AFTER THE. BOYNE. 
? N, the last wretched ; s 
ar eee will probably call, ‘ The nee ae 
i . an absolute defeat : all was lost save dln iN a 
f tee gallant lads fought splendidly against ov 
or 


” 
i turned and fled. 
i cowardly King James i py 
eine vege ssayecs AEH loss where honour 1s pre ’ 


egies ee ‘ce Ay! lineal descendant of cas ene 
heat the O’ Driscoll clasped his wife to his re 
glade the month of July, 1690. The O agen ® ‘send 
eis) As ere standing at the landing place ae ieee 
Fans yeas laved by the waters of pee oe Lv 
nae net ower Lake of Killarney. He a is pase 
Shared that day, travel-stained, dust-begr ; 
son 


all three slightly Soca Ne greensward whilst you unfold 


a; sit awhile on f seine 
pith qisils of the disaster which has befallen our 


act lied wearily. | ‘ 
ee ie soed ewe day of glorious Hneniee: oe 
ee i northern slopes of the ba oat : the river 
posted on. of Orange on the hill of Tullyallen William’s 
of the Shales o cross the river and to attack us was nen we 
between Paueekt him was ours. Had we eo isl See hed 
ae Br have effected our purpose ; we ee bane Dee and 
siees alist the enemy had z a eeeed Our men wore 
ill, the fords were holly ah . As we 
ies William chose green oa peakigeian guns as 
ee rtillery we could only Hes, tu S d quickly, but 
rtateatha d, on the landing parties, a Lek ‘dash of the 
we Be iis driven back by the pie peneines 
were as ve under Hamilton. The veteran cadee pRORTRE 
Irish meni ys rally his men, but the white ea ae dee 
Peaid. his skull was ane in eee he: ie dtiven back 
X ? fiercely, in va aes f his 
a eed Seite William, seeing Bic niger 
and the Oldbridge ; fend 
the deep ford at t this point 
ek aueey formed and sprang to meet ours. y 5 


battle which future 


Boyn 


the young Duke of Berwick was in charge of our cavalry. | 

was near him. The very ground shook and the shock of the 

impact was terrific. One of our men, a huge gallowglass, rais- 
ing his pike with both hands, made a thrust at William, who 
would inevitably have been killed but for our neighbour 

Fergus, who rushed to the Tescue, threw up the descending 

pike, which he received on his Own arm, and saved the 

Prince’s life.’ 

‘Sir Fergus MacVeagh ?”’ asked madame, 
‘““ The same, and he has laid the Prince and 

a debt of gratitude. But to proceed with m 

a momentary pause, with a wild hallo, 

young Duke of Berwick, dashed f{ 

Williamite mass, and actually drov 

river. But the great numbers of t 
re-form—they were driven back, wi 
led by the Prince in person. 
pursuing the enemy too far, an 
through which our men should 
were quickly occupied by the 
returned they were shot down 
brought us that James had fled 
of the enemy’s force crossed the 
to retreat in good order, which w 
leaving a single gun in the hand 
a strong position at Duleek, and held a council of war. Wild 
was the indignation when the O’Ferrall told us that on his 
bringing King James the good news of the rout of the enemy’s 
cavalry, the half-hearted monarch actually wept, and said: 
‘Spare my brave English !’ ”” 

“Who would fight for such a dastard ?”’ asked Madame 
O’Driscoll, indignantly, 

“Tt is not for him, but for our Fai 
As we were conferring about our next move, I was told I was 
wanted without the tent; I went outside and found a tagged 
kerne, who handed me this missive,’? and the O’ Driscoll gave 
his wife a scrap of paper with the following words scrawled 
in pencil: ‘ Return in all haste to Castle Mor; it is about to 
be attacked.’ 

“Though no name is attached, I knew by the writ- 
ing it was from Fergus MacVeagh. I questioned the 
“ gossoon,’ but he only knew that it was given him by a 
Knight, with a green branch in his helmet, who had saved 
him from some soldiers who had taken him and who were 
about to torment him. The knight set him free, bade him 
bring this paper at once to the O'Driscoll, and sent his servant 
to see him cross the river in safety. I showed the paper to 
Sarsfield, he looked gtave, and said: ‘ They will try to take 
castle after castle; we must. resist them as stubbornly as 
Possible. Let your men rest until midnight, and then lead 
them back to Killarney by a circuitous route, out of sight of 


in surprise. 

his cause under 
y narrative. After 
our cavalry, led by the 
ar into the midst of the 
e crowds of them into the 
he enemy allowed them to 
th the same result, though 
A fatal mistake was made in 
d in leaving unguarded a lane 
return ; the hedges at each side 
enemy, and as our brave lads 
by a cross-fire. Word was 
to Dublin. Mass after mass 
Tiver and we deemed it wise 
e€ succeeded in doing without 
s of the enemy. We took up 


th that we shall now fight. 


444% 86640 e708 00 We ba Rete eet Se ells | me 


" y. y < « Je a d Ss 
of the othe rs were wounded, sO my little force could not travel 


y i é LY ad 
5 therefore, when I had them in safet on a good TO , 
: ? “, 

’ 


rest 
with Conor and Diarmid, rode on to set your mind at 


about us.” 


“ You trust Fergus MacVeagh implicitly. Yet, he is a 


S ’ 
heretic and fighting against us.’ 


“ Cathleen, I trust him as I would my own nee hae pe 
religion is his misfortune, not his oe eho ll pie 2 ee 
ught up a ward of the } oe 
e BT ace te Cait Pe Wards,’ which seized he 
eat the Catholic chieftains to train them an Pe ne 
ine utter detestation of their faith. It is " me pagent 
hat Sir Fergus is so free from bigotry and so Pag ah Se 
en tr But we must set to work to put our bars hae 
Be aetcnce. Let me know as oe a Sakae RE: hs 
isi ould support one hundred people, 
Be any e Coser of the tenantry to save them from the 
ea : ; , 3 
eG Driscoll arose, his wife placed her hand be ne hs 
ther they gazed at the calm and bere. ie a oe 
Eaing on the waters, made them ay ng ri ise fs panied 
i thoes ted w I 
ae fail,’ profusely plan 
ee ied anh the richest Migeawr eu Che ek 
BS ciined abbey, founded by St. Finian oe Pe pecs 
ai t the year 600, and in which were compiled — senip nei 
te isf. fen ”* written on parchment and contain ne Sine 
os Beige Git Testament, a history of the ancient Lh ae 
ite coming of St. Patrick in 432, and seg oe ne 
Trish history up to the year 1319. On ae Ten I ec 
M erton, lofty and stern, while from e ue Lash see 
Bold be heard the roar of eee s erie Sides ie 
: that this, God's git 
Garena 72 to a scene of ae ne and 
lation by the cruelty and rapacity of the foe. 


CHAPTER II. 

DEFENCE OF CASTLE a a > 
O’Driscoll and his men. worked with Gag sate i 
fe tle into a state of defence. On one si . De 
bess built rose sheer from the lake ; on the ee 
ib i oat es ditch, but had not time to make it ieee “4 
i Pere ep piscel possessed only one a si 
ua h bak his weakest point—the ate a pbb 
loner f enormous thickness. Earthworks etn ee 

cage ae the three landward sides so as to c 

up a 


The (6) Dris oll had seven sons three of whom ha ou ht 
iC 9 d f oh 


wit im at ec. a eo € oyne the others had Tremaine 
b 
at home to console their mother . He ordered 11S two youngest 


i i Oxford. 
* The original of which is now in the Bodleian Library, 
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sons, Patrick, aged eighteen, and Brian 
take complete charge of their mother du 
had in vain urged her to take refuge in eit 
Gap of Dunloe. 

“No!” she replied with dignity, ‘ 
husband, my sons and my people. I and my maidens wiil 
prepare lint, succour the wounded and bring food and drink 
to our defenders. Patrick and Brian can help me.’’ 

O’Shaughnessy, O’Driscoll’s lieutenant, approached with a 
letter which had been brought by a messenger bearing a white 

ag. 
O'Driscoll changed countenance when he read it. 
to his wife, he said: My foe in the field, but 
friend, asks for a most urgent interview.”’ 

** Sir Fergus MacVeagh! and will you grant an interview 
to one with whom you have engaged in deadly strife ?”” 

“And one, but for whose warning, my wife, my sons and 
my castle would have fallen into the enemy’s hands without 
one blow in self-defence,’ 

He scribbled a few lines on the back of the note and handed 
it to O'Shaughnessy, bidding him escort Sir Fergus Mac- 
Veagh in all safety. 

Before the war Sir Fergus had been a frequent and an 
honoured guest at Castle Mor, and the O’Driscoll, with his 
lady, had spent many pleasant days in Torc Fort, Sir Fergus 
MacVeagh’s castle. ‘In those days the latter was a fine, hand- 
some man, tall, erect and slightly inclined to corpulence. But 
now the O’Driscoll could scarcely recognise him on_ his 
entrance: thin, pale, stooped and with one stump of an arm 
completely bound up, he sank into a seat which madame 
hurriedly placed for him. All her hostility disappeared on 
seeing his altered appearance. A drink was quickly brought, 
which revived him. He then said: hank God, I am in 
time ; they wanted to keep me in hospital, but I would not Stay, 
though I have lost my hand. I insisted on returning home, 
for I wanted to speak to you before vour castle is invested. My 
friend, my best-loved friend on earth! either you or I will go 
under during this fratricidal war; let us make a solemn pro- 
mise, calling God to witness it, that whichever is victorious 
will protect his friend’s family with arm and liege. I swear 
to do so—and you ?” 

O’Driscoll was so overcome with emotion that he could 
only seize his friend’s one hand, pressing it lovingly, 

Turning to madame, Sir Fergus continued : ‘I shall watch 
night and day whilst your castle is besieged. If all comes to 
the worst, hasten through the tunnel and I will bring you to 
safety.” 

The O’Driscoll, grasping his friend’s hand, teplied : ‘* And 
should we be the victors and aught happen to my childhood’s - 


friend, I swear to protect his wife and be a father to his son 
and daughter.” 


» aged seventeen, to 
ring the siege. He 
her the tunnel or the 


my place is with my 


Turning 
my boyhood’s 


ti 173 
IN THE DAYS OF THE WILD GEESE 


A i é id: ‘‘ How can 
| sr former mistrust, madame sa 
amed of her former ae 
fo: repay your devotedness in coming to us, though 
we eve 


such a state of suffering ?” 


er 
** Your husband and I grew up together, we eee by ae 
we climbed to the Eagle’s Nest, and i lp end nme eo 
rm ‘ 
slept on the bracken wi al Soneke 
are Epavid and Tenant and can the sword of a Vi He ie 
ie ates enkindled sever our love? But I must away, 


$ ” 
moment is precious to you. 


Scarcely had he taken his departure be oa ee 
ened with his cotamore flying ne y a sei 
dashed up at breathless speed. Darby Finer y, ee Poinde 

ails foster-brother and trusty servant, was at a ne Naga ai 
Pen with branches of trees, directing vot Lit cea 
carry trees for the Bee Pe oune pees 

: x 
of the horseman, who simply va 
. Cs . 
Pee cant is it the devil himself ye are? pat rine bs “i : 
Ye nearly killed me oa Neri ; Dae pee 

his speech. ‘‘ What do ye w all, 
ft. Boge to your master, and at once. i il ee 

“ TLonersha! but your impudence beats sien tt 

him! I‘ll bring your message. kee i 
. No, pie ioaied the other, looking ebvapey liana on 
ficer in the Irish uniform he made an urgent i a ae 
i Ber aiiphnessy came up and said: ‘f You ha 
ee Party miles without drawing rein, Dinuasal, on an urgent 
’ ‘< Tet i : 
message to the O’Driscoll.”’ oh ee ear tele 
nei ou require a drink; go, y, and 
Whe atte, inne. scowling, ‘‘ Usquebach ?’’ O’Shaughnessy 
nodded. Ng? gies 
a ; lone, what is it? ! 
ty My chief bade me ride like the mae to ghee dabei pit 
a 
hundred Sassenaghs, well arme stile 
Evectui cannon, are on their way here. My chief 
ie ing Hogan ?”’ : ne 
«“ Haag dP last night behind a rock piv Fore dea 
There are two leaders, Colonel Bret and ee Bs 

ee vunted that they would soon bring the ae aie Di 

Bs | ees and they played dice for Castle Mor; i sean: 

fot of Major Krag. They boasted oak He tulone ee 

sion of any castle they conc iE 

in PD ionn ORTON and eh ata safe distance i ote 

CE t - ossible in order to, send me with the warn gS 

Phe : the crow flies, so you are secure until to-mo 

ca ; 

Das a i ink, hoping to hear something, 

eared with the drin , hoping ne 

Be eae woctully disappointed, as the man rode off the 


drunk. ‘ : 
Ee O° Diiosll’s first thought was to put the friars at Muck 


Se 
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ross Abbey in safety. 


<i eae copse, mountain and valley. As he rode 
ees ° d ough Leane, he could see the fairy islets 
Sadi ead at pa covered with luxuriant foliage to the 
left were eothed wai Hs aida ly BS a Mince 
; rock av 
Fieger from their naked cantege sic soa X 
Baek anes its bright green leaves and scarlet berri ie 
sbeebs igh ours, the elm, ash, holly and yew trees The 
ba salee Rogen es O'Driscoll drew rein and gazed 
nee y. /\ premonition warned him that this would be his 
t y e through the witching scene. i 
Nassar, pew Poche murmured, “ Heaven must b 
He Ce co Rae Dae cis 
: e little vi 
Pee pee ae went to the vane Nope ea 
N was formerly called ‘‘ » 
takes baling burnt in tug stood ee ee Eh 
caeeioh el ey bi his was founded by Feige MacCarthy and 
ae ae rs escendant Donald for the Franciscan Pilare 
news from the Ota he ee Beets i ciaetitous 
, he calle is communi 
pep Cente vale accept the offer of the chiet ra ee 
ee se y- Some demurred, not wishing to leave iheir 
ot: pproach of the wolf. The O’Driscoll over-rule 
ire ection. : ruled 
en eae ite 8 said, “‘ the first thing these gentry will 
tise he ang ¥ 2 all from the highest tree in the neighbour. 
siberian what will your sacred ministry avail the peo le? 
hidine he ii seek safety in flight you can, from a I 
eee es, ‘igh the torch of faith alight. There are Be! i. 
ene Gia : e summit of the Reeks, where some of aL 
ae? ne the others row over to the Gap of Duntse— 
hatte eae er than going by land. Have all your ea 
of my men will # Miia Ret DS ie ing: ue some 
After some consultation iid afer oe peciediabier 
t s offer was accepted. 
My hab stn | arrived a little before the appa tim 
Rearicibt e erat eastern window shone a bright light the 
rae pre th Mea ed doorway was open and the brethren we . 
Leta te eee est ete in the sacred edifice. 
ole: cred chant throw se 
ae me were oe hearts of the holy (rota _ ais 
oe ey passed through the magnificent cloister ihich 
en yet consists of twenty-two arches, twelv f es 
aii ane ten semi-circular. But time A ae 
pam bee Dates the Of Hea, el 
blessing of their Guardian, and ees eae oe 


(To be continued.) 


of the present 


Leaving O’Sha i 

jee caving O'Shaughnessy in charge of 

the preparations, the chief rode sapidly te eke Nes bal 
€ EVs 10 
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Mis-Portraysl of Srisfi 
Character and Life. 


I; 


. ig is difficult to decide whether the misused perseverance of 


ill-informed and often wilfully blind writers of Protestant 
views on matters connected with Catholicism is greater or less 
than that of the school of lesser authors whose hobby is a 
mis-portrayal of Irish character and life. I say lesser authors 
for the reason that the treatment of matters Irish by first-rank 
English novelists—for instance, Meredith in ‘‘ Diana of the 
Crossways ’’—is usually so well-informed as to leave no room 
for complaint. Yet, what would one of the minor authors say 
of an Irish novelist who set out to depict Yorkshire life, with 
all the peculiarities of the dialect of the dales, on the strength 
of a fortnight’s holiday in Scarborough? He would certainly 


forget that this is the type of treatment which Irish subjects 


have received again and again at the hands of English authors. 

In Stanley Weyman’s novel, ‘* Sophia,” there is an Trish 
character, and whenever his friends wish to tease him they 
called him Teague, and muttered of Murphies and the Bog 


of Arran.” ‘The good Stanley meant the Bog of Allen, to be 


sure, but he showed his qualifications to write of Ireland. 
For, it is, ‘‘ by the little things they shall be judged,” and 
it is often these same little things that show most clearly the 
ignorance of Irish life and affairs which is usually behind the 
affectation of complete knowledge, the lofty and patronising 
tone of a certain species of English writer who makes “‘ copy ”’ 
of this country. be tbe? 
To be sure, all this mis-portrayal of Ireland is easily. 
explained. It is impossible to understand Ireland or the 
Irish! About ten years ago, the late Mr. Justice FitzGibbon, 
in bidding welcome to a number of English journalists who 
had arrived in this country on a tour of exploration, said - 
“ Gentlemen, you will find us an interesting people and Ire- 
land a delightful country, but in heaven’s name don’t try to 
understand us.’? And Pm sure they didn’t! Somewhat 
similar is the view-point of Mr. S. M. Hussey, in ‘‘ Reminis- 
cences of an Irish Land Agent.” He writes: “ Ireland was 
created by Providence for the express purpose of bothering 
philosophers.”’ So this soothing unction has been pressed to 
the heart of many a scribe as he let his pen run riot in a 
frenzy of uninformed fictions regarding this often ill-depicted 
land—for where the need to_ know anything of that which 
there is no understanding? How much of the mystery would 
melt away on even a casual glance over the pages of Irish 


history ? 


LAE CROSS, 
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The critics are beginning to a 
Masefield is one which will sur 
who have written poetry worth 
what their estimate of him is a 
an imaginative and 
weaver of tales. 


gree that the name of John 
vive in the records of those 
the penning. I do not know 
S a writer of fiction, but he is 
graphic novelist with no little skill as a 
I have recently been reading his ‘‘ Multitude 
and Solitude.” It isa fascinating volume wherein the heroine 
dies early, and the chief interest. lies in the account of the 
hero’s efforts to find balm in a study of sleeping sickness in 
an African wild. And there are many happy examples of 
graphic word-painting with little waste. What could be more 
expressive than ; ‘“‘ Roger went into a room jammed with jab- 
berers ?”’ 
The heroine—if Ottalie Fawcett can be called a heroine— 
is Irish, but the principal character in the volume is a some- 
- what introspective Englishman. Yet this is how Masefield 
writes of him as he lay ill and half-fearful jn the awful 
solitude of an African waste: ‘‘. . . . He was homesick for 
the Irish hills which rose up in his mind so clearly, threaded 
by the flash of silver. He thought of them hour after hour 
with a yearning, brooding vision which gnawed at his heart- 
strings.’ One fancies that John Masefield could write some- 
thing of the hopeless longing of the forlorn Irish exile. . . 
eeing ourselves as others see us is an interesting experi- 
ence once in a while—provided we knew that these others do 
not wear smoked glasses. Here is a conversation between 
Roger Naldrett—the hero—and a friend : 

““Pm thinkin’ of goin’ to live in Ireland,’ said the lady. 
“The people must be so exquisitely charmin’. Such a beau- 
tiful life, sittin’ round the fire, singin’ the old songs. And 
then their imagination !’ 

“* Their charm is superficial,’ said Roger. ‘ Taking the 
times together, I’ve lived in Ireland for seven years. I have 
a cottage there. I do not think that you will sit round many 
fires, to sing old songs, after the first fine careless rapture, 
which lasts a month. I’m an Englishman, of course. I may 
be wanting in sympathy; but I maintain that the Irish have 
no imagination. Imagination is a moral quality.’ 


“*T don’t think an Englishman can understand the Trish,’ 
said the lady. 


““* When an Irishman is great enough to escape from the 


littleness of his race, he becomes a very splendid person,’ 
Roger answered. ‘ But until that happens he seems to me to 
be wanting in any really fundamental quality.’ 

““* Oh,’ said the lady, ‘ you are talking so very like -an 
Englishman. You aren’t interested in life. You are only 
interested in morals. But you cannot say that the Irish have 
no imagination. Look at the way they talk. And their 


writers—Swift, Goldsmith, Sheridan. And their own ex- 
quisite Irish poets.’ 


WLU OU IN a tNde oe I LENE ee eee 


any for one ae \ddison’s 
“Td give the whole company for one act of / 


ato,’ said Roger. ‘ Swift had a limited vision and a palin 
ind He diagnosed his own diseases. Goldsmith wrote 


ome pretty verses. But I do not think that you have read 


them. Have you? Sheridan wrote a comedy at the age of 


twenty-four to prove that a sot 1s nobler than a tiniest joxd 
he tried to prove it in his own person. I do not rea ane 
I have read translations from it. Its distinctive ites 
seemed to me to be just that kind of windy imperso y 


i i > sai laughing, ‘I 
Aahy English of you,’ said the lady, la ae ea) 
think ear Tapeh! o be very thankful for my Celtic blood. 


ioe ; 
i i That ‘‘ windy 
how Masefield gives himself away. 
i Pe cosality has crossed his path through a too Sees 
bi the works of the late Ug Synge. aaa eh Le hisaee 
i idence that his concep 
rate readings of the plays of that dramatist of 


gloomy outlook. Only one with a knowledge of the country 


hich Synge 
from reality was the language w 
pat Bes te rare of his peasants. a ee eee 
ish idiom, but on top of it he p 4 
ae gees criakp saa the endeavour to get pest 
Be his dialogue wandered away into artificiality, o eae 
Ber leasant-sounding artificiality. Thus tenes ae gre 
ter has gone back in despair on Se eats: 
i Connemara did not talk in t 
Be ars, ita with the quaint imaginative rambling, 
that the dramatist had fathered upon them. pare tilly 
And this slavish following of Synge makes Pagal 
elist put the alleged talk of the nar erareaNe ee 
es of a hard-headed son of Ulster. Vie 3 Ny rs ela 
to motor to Belfast to buy so t 
ge ae: And this is what the daipotanree a te 
ae was about to start : ‘‘ If I was a young at ee ‘eve 
ba the right to do it, I would go in a cyar at e nak 
Ear down all the craggy precipices of the — ee ape 
Naldrett told the driver to go by the (ll pistons y ee aes 
driver said: “‘ Indeed we will do great dee : a o se a 
il] make a strong story by the blessing ot God. ie 
hold tight, your honour. There’s holes in this yt ae 
oR a ieee twist to a sea-admiral.’’ If pa a jhe eae 
: t form of flattery for Synge, one woulda ie eis 
Dist imitation is—but why the sea-admiral is single 
lear to landsmen. bisa 
ee old housekeeper is welcoming him 4 nee ee 
Naldrett, the blessing of a on ee ee - Eien bie 
on you. Sas ; 
Se ee ae ete, T never saw you looking sep ul Went 
fiker shi mother than your da. He was a grand man, y 
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da, of all the folks ever I remember.’ And later on: “ You 
are the finest man ever I remember, except perhaps it was 
your da. Indeed, Mr. Roger, to see your da, and him riding 
past in a red coat, you would think it was the Queen’s man, 
or one of the Saints of God. There was no one I ever seen 
had the glory on him your da had, unless it was yourself 
stepping.’ ‘This is the kind of stuff, it seems, that goes down 
with the British public as Irish dialect, and I dare say the 
outrageous comparison but makes the passage the more 
“imaginative !’? With all the condemnation he put into Nal- 
drett’s mouth, it seems as if the novelist still had some belief 
in Irish powers of imagination. 

Without any introduction of the subject, this is how an old 
man started to talk to Naldrett on the day when Ottalie lay 
dead: ‘‘ Indeed, sir, there’s many feeling that way. ‘There 
was a light on her you’d think it was a saint, and her coming 
east with brightness... . ‘There’s a strong sorrow on the 
place this day. ‘There was a light burning beyant. I seen 
the same for her da, and for her da’s da. ‘There was them 
beyant wanted her. Indeed, I knew your da, too, Mr. Roger. 
Ah, your da was a grand man, would turn the heads of all 
the women, and they great queens itself, having the pick of 
professors and prime ministers and anyone they’d a mind to.”’ 
The reader is, however, left under no delusion as to the 
motive for all the praise of Roger’s da. It is but the prelimi- 
nary to a request for, ‘‘ maybe a sixpence.’’ Yet one wonders 
whether it can be classed as windy impersonality ? 

It is hard to gather quite clearly what Masefield was think- 
ing when he penned this. ‘‘ As he climbed the loaning, the 
roguish Irish bulls, coming in a gallop, at the sound of his 
feet, peered down at him, through hedges held together by 
Providence, or left to the bull’s imagination.”’ I had an idea 
that it was only the literary species of “ bull’ that throve 
differently in Ireland, yet here we read of an Englishman 
walking in safety, though pursued by “‘ white bulls, restrained 
only by a foot-high wire.’’? What a pretty brand of imagina- 
tion those roguish Irish bulls must have had ! 


THOMAS KELLY. 


a 


Che Sbarlings. 


When these, who whilom knew 
Spring’s fluting fellowship, 
Now haggard branches drip 
And steady hours be few, 
In jocund companies — 
Traverse decaying skies— 


To one, who midmost spring, 
Alone did move alone, 
Ancestral autumn’s moan 
No bond of life may bring :_ 
For him their cries proclaim 
A pain too deep for name. ce train 


F atfier O’'Srowney. 


’Growney’s greatest work for the language had yet 
to Adore aga f Ws during the year which saw wr oe 
League founded that he faced the imposing inch fh 
revival had inspired a very important and protracte ae ae 
pondence in the press during the autumn of ie - i 
were making myriad suggestions, in the course of w ai Ui 
possibility of simplifying the suey or tae a ine 

ssential point—was sounded in , 
His Grace the te ounisiag of Dublin, Most Rev. ee whic eniste 
whose solicitude for a genuine Irish revival stoo Reh 8 
old date, was keenly watching developments, anc : 
opportune moment threw out a characteristic Nenad sug 
gestion. This was to the effect of having Father O alae 
whom the Archbishop, warmly admired, undertake ie 
gigantic duty of arranging, according to the phonetic ia ig 
a complete series of lessons in Irish. Such an eaiey an 
ment was obviously the centre of the touchstone o sabres 
success, and Father O’Growney, taking that sire es 
willingly and with real enthusiasm, took up the xe a 
which Most Rev. Dr. Walsh assisted. The idea may : 
the issue of a set of lesson books to the Leaguers, but ae #3 
O’Growney, deprecating the delay which must vet ana 
an acceptable book could be printed and Pee : ca 
mined on a more ready method of putting the wor nti . 
hands of Gaelic Leaguers. Therefore, he began to re 
as he wrote, instalments appearing each week in The : rd 
Freeman, and concurrently in The Gaelic Journal. | oe 
way Parts I., II., and III. of his Simple Lessons in Ins 
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were disposed of, and these were issued as popular booklets 
at convenient periods subsequently. He worked assiduously 
at the lessons so long as his health permitted, even issuing 
one portion from distant Arizona, at a time when he hung 
on to life by a thread. He was obliged to yield, however, on 
the completion of the third book, leaving it for John McNeil 
to publish the remaining parts. 

An attempt to convey the feeblest idea of the importance 
of Father O’Growney’s lessons would be futile, if indeed | 
could make it with any hope of moderate’success. The utility 
of his work is spoken for in the number of people, young 
and old, who can now converse in the native tongue. But 
the opinion—a general concession—which declares that with- 
out such aid the Gaelic League would have encountered an 
insurmountable obstacle, and drifting, as then it must drift, 
into other channels, have fallen sadly short of the ideals of 
its foundation, is due to his memory. As a child I was at 
that time learning Irish from MS. lessons, compiled for the 
purpose by my grandfather, my studies being supplemented 
by such success as I could make from the primers. of -the 
Society for the Preservation of the Irish Language. I 
remember then, how gladly my grandfather collected the 
weekly papers for me when the O’Growney lessons began 
to appear, how definitely the other aids were put aside, and 
how rapidly the phonetics carried me along. The usefulness 
of Father O’Growney’s work has been thus impressed upon 
me, and thinking often of those early days, I try to conjecture 
an approximate of the assistance he must have rendered, in 
the same manner, to thousands who began to learn Irish at 
the adult ages; many, indeed, in the evening of life. 

It was in the beginning of the year 1894 that Father 
O’Growney’s health began to break beneath the enormous 
strain of his work. He never could have accepted description 
as a healthy man, yet not one among his devoted friends and 
colleagues thought for a moment that he had encountered 
anything more alarming than an attack of that debilitation 
which invariably finds a place in the routine of a busy man. 
But the trouble was serious. Medical investigation located a 
tubercular affection. in both lungs,’ and the sufferer was 
ordered a change of climate. Even then the idea of fatality 
was far from the minds of his friends, as indeed he, himself, 
must have been hopeful, since he did not definitely resign 
any of his duties, seeking only a temporary leave of absence 
in each case. ; 

He sailed, with a sad heart, from Ireland on the t1oth 
November, 1894, and was received with a great ovation by 
the Irish in New York six days later. From New York he 
went on to San Francisco, where the exiles had also pre- 
pared a reception, but on reaching the city he collapsed so 
completely that for weeks his life was despaired of. 

But he rallied, even through a severe American winter, and 


FATHER O’GROWNEY dol 


, i his 
recovered sufficient strength to move on to Arizona, 


destination, which he reached in the month of March, 1895- 


i é i ffering, for 
The for him four years of patient su : 
he Bees tiproved, though he had ae a eu a pnapi « 
d send home the Ms. 
to enable him to prepare an : epee 
i f Simple Lessons; to keep in e 
ie journal, ots even to cae a pos Wide wemete S, 
i 1 blications. ese latter, 
Meee louse thet Jack Built,’’ have been thoroughly pre-. 
served in the appendix to ‘* Lestat dn east egy ie 
In the summer of 1896, Father O’Growney ielt so 


that he sent his resignation of the Maynooth Chair of Irish 


i fully accepting 
hops, who, reluctantly and regret 
i Nate him an annual pension. But the oe - 
Ireland would not hear of his See ee ve 
hn McNeil, who was conducting 
C en Daur ohatically insisted pines ue temporary character 
is 0 upancy of the editor’s chair. 
: Fer a Soar Eater O’Growney pote in ee seiety 
i d Phcenix durin i 
at Prescott during the summer, an saieacpe ican 
but occasionally making visits to smaller a Tail 
d Tucson. He lived quietly as the guest ¢ 
Bee nary priest himself effecting the discipline enjoined 
ici ttending him. ; 
Pat padi anlue rahe himself i nee geri Wei 
i t of which he came to Los Angeles to the 
eg of Meri: His coming thither might have ae 
regarded as the inevitable change before death ; hipaa A 
deed, who accepted it as such pointed to a pathetic Exe ¥ 
the fact that at Los Angeles, on ie 23rd September, he sa 
the first and last time in three years. 
P Dutines hee three and a-half months at Los weet 
while life was ebbing away, c ae es Deis aotiior ee 
i eci 
by the descendants of Irish folk, bi sp Oe eae, 
from all parts of the world. Many of his set asain 
i t home came over the ocean to see him. g 
Be ties followers of the language movement “i gine 
bed was made the centre of a loving pilgrimage. It 1s a 
on my! mind, though at the moment I a bi be pater es 
the latter. ere was a - 
poor Pat Pearse was among th na peg cree 2: 
American priest too who, having cro perp 8 
tinent to see the dying patriot-priest, made z res 
in the words: ‘‘I have attained the dearest a 
eget Pi ma threw myself on my knees before Father 


O’Growney.”” 


i i i 1 letters, etc., 
i f newspaper items, magazine articles, personal ; 

watiiakee Slits wee and chiefly the funeral in Dublin, of Mana 

G Crowaby The book cannot be taken as 0 Or ees Widnes 

a i i f Father rowney’s stories, ; 

valuable in the fact of the inclusion of Fa ps SE Sahat nate 
P ions, and minor linguistic works, in an appen ix. 

a (oaths OrGrowney Memorial Volume,’ by Agnes O’Farrelly, M.A. (1904). 
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While he lay dying, strange as it may seem, Father 
O’Growney managed to write a little, translating the thoughts 
which came to him of the Eternal World before him, and 
of the world of his mortal heart and home behind him, into 
a few pious and patriotic piéces of a most beautiful character. 
Among those last literary efforts his touching poem, Hope 
Deferred, must be numbered, since he composed it but a few 
days before his death. He died in perfect happiness of soul, 
but his physical self was overborne in sadness, occasioned by 
the certainty of his death in exile. He wanted to rest his 
filial, loving eyes once again upon the Ireland to whom he 
had given the utmost effort of his life. 


F. P. Carey. 
(To be continued.) 
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Literary Notes. 


Poems of Francis Ledwidge.—Some 
: — three or four years ag 
“pieecaa’ es pei bi Francis Ledwidge at a esting oh hee National 
yy Society in Dublin. He told how, having received i 
of verses, some of them crude and full of : fea senate 
f es, 4 elementary literary mistakes, ot! 
ee pi MISS and giving promise of yet better things to ee 
gan a correspondence with the young writer and fi i : 
duction to his first published collecti NeSoage of teen 
: t oe 2 ” 
sp oniginalerieste ae ollection of poems, ‘‘Songs of the Fields, 
Born in 1891, in Slane, Co. Meath, Ledwi 
i 4 fs , Ledwidge began to write at a 
"eel age. As a youth he came to Dublin, but his simple and Lindophitionied 
nature shrank from the sordidness of city life and longed for 


“the old frequented ways 
. That wind around the tangled braes’’ 

for ‘‘the little quiet town, . speuise 
And the whitewashed gables on the hill.”” 


ot ees canada a simple ue sang straight from his heart. Those 
y deep or mystical message in his works wi haope 
He tells only of what he sees arou i eS aba oe 
( d nd him, of the lanes and fi 
of the singing birds and the laughi hi ean gests 
: ; g Idren, and gi 
it ae laughing chi , gives to commonplace 
ings, I 1 xpression, a beauty unnoticed by the casual ob: 
Behind the Closed Eye,’’ a description of his native ‘ae. avisten adele 


that unhappy sojourn in Dublin, ri i 
n rivals Gold ay i 
word-picture of rustic calm and loveliness. Ss ie aa 


Above me smokes the little town, 
With its whitewashed walls and roofs of brown 


And its octagon spire toned smoo 
thly do 
As the holy minds within. Tees 


And’ wondrous impudently sweet, 

Half of him passion, half conceit. 

The blackbird calls adown the street 
Like the piper of Hamelin. 


a is scarcely a phase of the Seasons which Ledwidge does not depict. 
e have the mood and pi 
1 allo a a nd picture of Autumn whose ‘‘ crayon tones the green 


% Somewhere all the wandering birds have flown ”’ 
: And: blackbirds hide their flutes.’’ 


Ledwidge never wearies of the birds. 


se hee ORO DIF 

y masters; and the boughs th 

Shal! mark my time. i : ° Pate 

He tells us too—‘‘ I love the roadside birds upon the tops 
Of dusty hedges in a world of Spring ” 


and of how, on a May morning— 


“ The yellowhammers on i 
{ the roof til 
Sweet dulcimers to broken time.’’ ie pak 


dvd t LOAN EN = 


[t is then, as a Nature poet, that Ledwidge excels, and had he lived, 
Ireland would have been enriched by a native Burns to immortalize her rural 
beauty. As Mrs. Tynan Hinkson so happily puts it—‘‘ Roses will bloom in 
lanes in Meath for thousands of years to come, and blackbirds will charm 
other hearts and the Boyne still sweep in the sea; and others may love these 
things as Ledwidge loved them, but they were all so much pictured upon his 
heart and he sang so giadly‘of them, that something is lost which those fields 
would have given up and may never give again.” ) j 

In October, 1914, Ledwidge joined the Army, and even while on active 
service his pen was not idle. Some of the poems written during this period 
are published as “Songs of Peace,” but many are still in manuscript. The 
last of all, written on the day of his death before he bade farewell for ever 
to the ‘‘golden summer glow” and “ferny turnings of the woodbine lanes,”’ 
has a note of plaintive sadness 


“ On the edge of life I seemed to hover, 
For I knew my life had come at last; 
That my joy was past and my gladness over.” 
SILVIA CLINCH, B.A. 


Lights and Shadows from the Place of Little Hills. Poems by a Past Pupil 
of, St. Louis Convent, Monaghan. Dublin: C. Bull, Ltd. Price 3s. 6d. net. 
The poetical title on the cover, the artistic binding and tasteful printing, 
all form a very appropriate setting to the charming contents of this volume. 
Dedicated by the author, a past pupil of St. Louis Convent, Monaghan, to 
the pupils past and present of the St. Louis Convents in Ireland, it is already 
assured of a large and appreciative circle of readers. But the book deserves 
and we are sure will attain a far wider public. The author has a full mea- 
sure of the poetic gift, and whether she sings of the things of heaven or of 
earth her graceful and fascinating verse has the appeal of true poetry to the 
imagination and the heart. Several of the poems are inspired by sacred 
subjects and some of the best of these will have a special interest for our 
readers as they deal with the Passion of Our Divine Lord, and several, as 
might naturally be expected from an Irish poetess, ate inspired by the thought 
of Ireland, her sorrows and her hopes. It would be unfair to quote a speci- 
men of the author’s muse as the poems are rather long to admit of adequate 
quotation within our space limit, but we have read all with pleasure and we 
can recommend the volume to out readers with confidence that they will 
derive similar pleasure from its perusal. 


Women in Ancient and Modern Ireland. By Crissie M. Doyle. Dublin: The 
Kenny Press. Price, sixpence. 

This little book is quite a mine of useful and interesting information on 
the position held by women in Ireland in the days when Ireland’s destinies 
were in her own hands. There was small need, indeed, for a feminist move- 
ment in Ireland of the past. Even in the days prior to Christianity we find 
women holding an honoured place in the life of the nation. Ireland was, 
perhaps, almost unique in this respect, for in other nations one of the hardest 
tasks that faced Christianity was the rescuing woman from the state of degra- 
dation into which she was thrust by man. No reformation of this sort was 
needed in a country whose people felt and practised an instinctive reverence 
towards their woman-kind. Miss Doyle’s handbook on this important subject 
will, we trust, become widely known both at home and abroad. Her observa- 
tions on the manner in which our people have so often been depicted by 
foreigners are even still opportune, but better than any comment are the 
historical facts which she has so industriously collected and so gracefully set 
forth in these pages. 


The Spirit of the Rosary. By Mary Burrell, B.A. London: Coldwell, Hol- 
born. Price, sixpence, net. 
A pleasing and seasonable set of poems on the Mysteries of the Rosary, 
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with preface by Father Vincent McNabb, O.P., which will be very weleome 
to all clients of Our Lady of the Rosary both on account of its merits and 
for the sake of the devotional spirit it is calculated to inspire. 


Canon O’Leary’s Latest Work. 


That indefatigable worker on behalf of the Irish language, and recognised 
authority on his subject, the Very Rev. Peter Canon O'Leary, has issued 
another volume. Its title is: “ax péroead axup a5 1te,”’ and it is pub- 
lished. by Browne and Nolan, Dublin. It is edited by Father R. Fleming, 
Ph.D., and contains eleven stories—some new and some already known to the 
circle of readers who have flocked around the author. In addition, Miss 
Norma Borthwick is chiefly responsible for about eighty pages of Questions 
on the Text Notes, and the copious vocabulary gives, in many instances, 
alternative spellings. ‘The volume should prove most helpful to Irish students, 
more especially as regards grammar and acquaintance with idiomatic phrases. 


Readers of “The Cross,” to whom the name of Padric Gregory has long 
been familiar as an occasional contributor of verse of high distinction to our 
pages, will welcome the announcement that a new volume of his poems will 
shortly be issued by the Talbot Press, Dublin, under the title, ‘‘ Ireland: A 
Song of Hope and Other Poems.’? The book will be a collection of the 
best and most mature work which has come from Mr. Gregory’s pen and will 
consist of eight divisions: (1) Poems and Ballads relating to Ireland, (2) 
Christmas Carols and Ballads, (3) Old-World. Ballads, (4) Memorial Verses, 
(5) Sacred Verses (most of which have appeared in our own pages), (6) 
Free Translations from the Irish, (7) Love Songs, (8) Miscellaneous Poems. 
Many of these poems, though not until now collected in book form, have 
already appeared in various Irish and English Anthologies of Verse and have 
won high praise from competent judges: one of our most distinguished literary 
critics, for instance, has described a Christmas Carol included in the forth- 
coming volume as ‘the most beautiful Christmas Carol he had ever read.” 
And some of the Irish ballads have been chosen for the new National School 
Readers. | But our readers know Mr. Gregory’s work too well to need such 
testimonies to its excellence, and we are sure will look with eagerness for the 
appearance of his new volume. The book, we understand, will run to con- 
siderably over a hundred pages and will be produced in a manner worthy of 
enterprising and progressive Irish firm which has undertaken its publica- 
ion. 

The same firm is also about to publish a novel by another contributor of 
ours, Miss A. M. P. Smithson, whose stories have always met with high 
appreciation by our readers. ‘‘ Her Irish Heritage ’’ will be the title of the 


new novel, which will deal with certain important phases of Irish life, includ- 
ing recent historical happenings. 


i Readers oP 
‘tepary Circte For Moung 
eee “Ffie Cross’ 


Conducted by FRANCIS. 


RULES OF THE @UuILD. 


y YY g 
I The Guild of Blessed Gabr iel ws a literary circle open to boys and irls 


i Gabriel or 
une se yall Hag ‘will be expected a tenon Les pit! hy pasar mig pet 
j ising the vv > i 
Seat pig Cod ies Z aan wh is to be their model and 


t 111. They ‘vill at all aie observe the conditions under which the compettivon 


wn ero will endeavour to bring as many new 


he Guild of Blessed Gabriel. 


i thrilled 
: trades of the Guild must have 
| oS is wagon Me pba came from Rome oii egiencon 
H iis Satish a Gabriel had been successful, that ner a Hy Rascennn 

eed in vi d that very shortly 

en ey is eanttad ha an honour for us babi acetone 
yeah oe iae eh ial been since first the Guild was eee, y ap 
ip im The Cross,’? and the boys and gitls that avg ane 
iy ee Oe lands than one, began hot poe ani ice 
Beare day of his Canon , Ao 
ihe ea ee felt by a Heotilet-wainin in the halls ef ee yrs ins 
a aatial will pray for us to God and to the Mo poi aide aid 
peg nye race to live lives worthy of him who is A a ae 
and auip Wipes his fife story ever before our minds, and saclay sen 
trate : ae that home of love and peace and joy where 
sani G into ‘the Greater Guild of Saint Gabriel. 


members as they can into 


i i i st month have been praised 

‘ah ie aN ep “a sgt an old cortespondemia ia 

cain city we have more grown-up ree ; ne 

ube many of us are awate of. It was : ny pan ") 

i who ate most erratic people when they Pups pth ee 

epee t® ¢ ** Mystical Rose of Love.”? It was written y 1 ieee 

0" piel oy Raiicowe to us, and who, though she is only oh sud 

ee Ks i sy bdederful interest in the Guild and all its on ee cate 
sea be ast the Guild—Lilian M. Nally—has sent me ite ee we 

Serta for a dear little friend of hers who died. It 1s 
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THE MYSTIC CHILD. 
(To Mollie in Heaven.) 


She was a child with great blue eyes—a wilful little rover 

And she and I did wander down among the fragrant clover. 

And o’er the hills and far away unto a land of dreams : 

We glided where the sunbeams play by misty, furrowed streams. 


Down from the rocks we heard a call, it was the west wind’s greetin 
And when we laughed, then Echo laughed in silvery tones ee atie.. 
The sunbeams ceased their merry play, the fairies came in throngs ; 
And o’er the world the starlight stole, the robin ceased its songs. ’ 


Down by the lake the wavelets danced, their bright reflections showing 
Near by my side my wandering child’s young face was all a-glowing A 
She held my hand, and whispering said: “‘ I go to God and glory,” : 

She spread her wings: she flew away, there’s a heartache in my story. 


Great sheaves of letters have come to me this month from little and big 
members, new and old. There is a not 
My Post Bag. ee the passing of the holidays in Sou * a. 
y ut most of the writers hav i 
future with courage and determination and buoyancy, ee i ee 
that. work well done, and duties faithfully discharged, are pleasures oad 
Jean in themselves. From Ballybofey, in Donegal, a new member comes 
ae in the person of Molly Smyth, who has been a long time anxious to join. 
bid her a hearty welcome, and hope to have the pleasure of greeting man 
more new members from dark Donegal. Rita Carlos writes a very Pais 
letter of thanks for a prize volume awarded to her some time a 0. : I ve 
delighted to learn of her success at the exams. Molaim i go ee The 
letters of Mary Rennie and of Nellie, her sister, are always a pleasure to me 
and I should miss them almost as much as the poems of our little songster. 
- The Guild pages last month were very beautiful, I thought,” writes Mar 
f It was a pleasure to note that although the new members come daditte 
into the Guild the ‘ Old Brigade’ still remain staunch and true to Frauets, 
and all are eager in their endeavour to uphold the name and fame of that 
corner of ‘The Cross’ assigned to our Guild.’? It is good to see such 
fidelity, and one of the most staunch and faithful of the old members is Mary 
herself, I was overjoyed to hear from our- representative in France—Josie 
O’Brien—that at long last she is coming home. She has yearned through 
many weary months for her own dear Dublin, and now. she is to see it soon 
again. With all my heart I welcome her home, and hope she may never 
hay, to wander away from us again, Lilian Nally writes in warlike strain 
follows Core Will you please inform the Guild that I, the lineal descendant 
of Amhalghaidh (Awley), wage no war against Rita, of Connacht; rather 
would I entreat.of her to join forces with us to defeat and rout the invadin 
Ada and her Droghedian tribes. In going to battle we shall call on the 
children of Awley, and the descendants of the daughters of Eochaidh Fiedlech 
and Maebh, most noble and illustrious Queen of Connaught. Woe betide 
the Clann Ui Neill on that great day!’? That means fight, but just listen 
to this from Ada O’Neili: ‘‘ We are marshalling a little army just seventy- 
three strong, into the Guild this month, and, considering our past tecord ad 
the fact that we are already mustering another force, which will be held in 
teserve for a future occasion, we flatter ourselves that all’ and sundry must 
admit'that Drogheda will assuredly sweep all petty clans from her nin hal 
path. Our new battalion has been divided into companies of which, in Saati 
case, the promoter has been appointed Captain. They are as follows — 
Under command of Captain Peter McGrath—Maureen Callan, Nora Callan 
Lj eg aM Ma sig aig Teresa McGrath, Rosanne McGrath, 
h, Frances i i i 
MR evans Se Rosaline O’Farrel, Kevin O’Farrel, 


COUTLLS NSo Rrra ee 


Under command of Captain Gerard Toner—Phyllis O'Farrel, Michael 
O'Brien, Ita Toner, Patrick ‘Toner, Frank Toner, Anna Pauline MeLeer, 
Shiela McLeer, James Francis McLeer, Anna Mary MoLeer, 

Under command of Captain Margaret Pearse McAleer—Monica McLeer, 
Josephine McLeer, Dermot McLeer, Lillie Kierins, James Kierins, Dermot 
Kierins, Mollie Kierins, Eileen Matthews, Brendan O'Reilly. 

Under command of Captain Harry Boylan—Maureen O'Reilly, Kathleen 
Lambe, Tom _ Boylan, Una Boylan, Jack Boylan, Joseph Boylan, James 
Francis Maguirk, Kevin Maguirk, Eveleen Maguirk. 

Under command of Captain Concepta Dempsey—Michael Smyth, Mary 
Clarke, Alice Slowey, Gerty Branigan, Nancy Branigan, Ernest Branigan, 
Antony Whitehead, Ita McEvoy, Shiela McEvoy- 

Under command of Captain Nora McEvoy—Ena McEvoy, Edward McEvoy, 
Thomas Gerrard McEvoy, Mollie Wynne, Walter Wynne, Loclan Desmond 
Wynne, Lizzie Wynne, Kitty Wynne, Lena Walsh. 

Under command of Captain Kevin McAllister—-Mary Kate Walsh, Thomas 
Walsh, Jack Walsh, Jane Conlan, Larry Conlan, Frank Conlan, Josie 
McCluskey, Jim McAllister, Gerrard McAllister. 

Instead of Drogheda “* relinquishing all conquered territory and retreating 
north of the Boyne,’’ everything tends to the supposition that she will take 
possession of the dominions of some of her rivals in the field of fray, and 
mayhap, will, ere long, storm the ancient citadel of Baile Atha Cliath her- 
self! So now, false prophet, look to yourself ! 


This is blood-curdling. Unless some effort is made by a neutral power 
(what would Killaloe think of tackling the job?) to bring about an armistice 
and a conference of all the would-be belligerents I dread the future. There 
is no time to be lost, so I trust Hannie Ward and her comrades will soon issue 
an appeal for peace. A new member is Maitin O Muireadhaigh, of Dublin. 
His reason for joining is clearly expressed. ‘‘ I seek admission ta Blessed 
Gabriel’s Guild, thinking, as war seems inevitable, that it is time to come 
to the help of the Dublin Brigade under the leadership of the gifted Lilian 
Nally.” It will soon be possible to issue a special Guild edition of ‘‘ The 
Cross,’ all in verse.. Here is the work of a new poet, Eilis N. Riain : 


TO THE B.V.M. 
(Let us pray.) 


When life’s way seems hard and dreary, 
When your heart feels sad and lone 
And your toiling feet are weary, 
Seek sweet Mary’s gem-starred throne ; 


She will aid thee in thy sorrow, 
Gently to thee she’ll incline ; 

Nor put off until to-morrow, 
Pleading to her Son Divine. 


In vast silent churches stands she; 
Soothing those who pray with zest, 

Extending her pure gentle hands, she 
Smileth ‘‘ God knows what is best.”’ 


So when sorrows sore assail thee, 
Pray to Mary ever blest, 

In her mercy she’ll not fail thee, 
Setting all thy cares at rest. 


From Swords comes a new recruit in the person of Tomas O Brannagain, 
who is heartily welcome. . It is a fine thing to see the boys coming in to the 
Guild. At one time I feared they were going to let the girls have it all to 
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themselves, but such is not the case. Thanks to Lizzie Malone, Joe 

Margaret P. Keogh, Josie McGuinness and Peter Nolan for their Gel eos 

which gave me a great deal of pleasure. The heartiest of hearty welcomes 

to Mollie Sinnott, Maggie Sinnott and Kitty Sinnott, introduced by Lilian 

Nally. I am sure they will prove themselves devoted and hard-working 

ener As we say here in Ireland, “kind father for them’ to be true 
cere. 


(1) All newcomers will please write a personal note to Francis, apart 
from their competition’ papers, askin di 
} 5 g to be admitted 
Important. to membership of the Guild. (2) Always put your 
name and address on your competition paper, whether 
you send a letter or not. (3) Orders for copies of ‘‘ The Greseer ue should 
not be sent to Francis, but to the Manager. ‘ 


For the best holiday incident or adventure the prize is awarded to Eilis 

eek Ni Riain, 3 Glenville Terrace, Dundrum, Co. Dublin. 

e Awards. aon Lo ging incidents were recorded by Frances 

i } _ Cunningham, Maitiu O Muireadhaigh,  Lizzett 

iuce ope supe McAllister, Nancy Dolan, Josie McQuillan, Magis Callan, 

pri a Nora Corry, Maureen Dwyer, and fifteen other competitors 

a iid ek poten ileal vival Members under 12, the prize is awarded 
4 , Railway Street, Armagh. The i 

competitors who were not left far behind in ta race. ean vie tenia 


OUR NEXT COMPETITION. 


Lit sus gte ie 12 and under 18 Years of Age. 
andsome book pri i i 
Hh ganglia ptize will be given for the best short essay on “ Winter 


Il.—For Members under 12 Years of Age. 


A handsome book prize will i 
da eed dharani ze wili be given for the best letter on ‘‘ Our Duty to 


Competitors will please rememb i 
er the following rules :—All c iti 

2 = j ars ‘ 
ag ae ay Les some responsible person as being iho Lnibied 

: } itors. ey must have attached to them the c i 
nal bn he in this issue (one coupon will be sufficient for all denen 
“el nyt y), and must be written on one side only of the paper. They must 
ge t A tien lens Base not later than by the first post on Getaber 

ib o be addr z i 

cca Rye Meath Ny ere uty Francis, c/o ‘‘ The Cross,’? St. Paul’s 


OUR PRIZE PAPER. 
A HOLIDAY INCIDENT. 


O ANG 

Masti 9 wit ae blue ocean gliding o’er the gurgling waters far awa 

“eet e and care of city life, all around us beauty reigned Like 

ig ed ee gleamed A towering hills, their broad Saye 
ye E streams; in the back glowed a shimmeri i 

A idles Mig by Nature’s hand; the only sound dat ae vecita 

ae Noa . wail of the seagulls winging their gladsome flight to ec 

aaa i ine gay lark proudly soared while notes of surpassing aa 

oe oa et Not a ripple broke the calm of the restful waters 

Cane feta so y, Reed bin ne boat lightly glided leaving behind 
c 8 'p urrounde i 1 

ii ak ete gn several tiny islands. ee See 
ancing all around sorrow filled my heart and I realized how sad is the 


lot of our hapless land trampled ’neath the heel o axon churl; lyin as 
pl 
eath ie 1 of the S Cc > g 
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t into the rain sprayed past the busy 
world and all care was forgotten, whilst culling the rose of remembrance. 


Suddenly on the silent air rang 4 shriek of pain as if some fearful one 
stood gazing o’er the inky chasm of eternity. Instantly one of our party 
rose, straining his ears to catch the sound. ‘‘Keep quiet, he pleaded, gazing 
at our paling faces— ‘someone must be drowning, perhaps round there’ — 
indicating a verdant strip of green. Swiftly we rounded the rugged corner 
where to our dying day a scene we will never forget met out eyes. 

Clinging to the sail of a tiny boat which had evidently been upset by the 
force of the rushing waters was a man (even in that ‘nstant I noticed the 
uniform that denoted loyalty to England’s cause) while another form floated 
on the furious waters. Determination throned in his eyes, valour in his 
heart, he who asked before spoke again. *«There, t 
I am going to try and save that man 5 he does not know how to swim and has 
no support; the soldier is safe.” One instant he stood poised on the boat's. 


golden side, then swiftly plunged. With the lig 
swimmer he made for the drowning man. Again, a 
ing our craft so as to aid him if possible, there rang out the despairing, cry 
of ‘‘help,” superseded by a still, almost unearthly silence. 

Slowly we saw the heavy form sink lower, wooed by the haunting waves 
till completely covered ; swiftly the rescuer sought to reach him, nerved by 
the sight of a huge wave which must undoubtedly hurl that soul into eternity. 


At last our hearts thrilled with joy as we saw him grasp the exhausted form 
which lay still and calm in his clasp. 


After moments of anxious toil both 
were hauled into our tiny boat. 


Anxiously one knelt down by the side of the rescued man. Something in 
the white, still face repelled us and made our own pale with fear, as @ tremb- 
ling hand was laid on the soaking jacket to feel his heart. It had ceased 


to beat. 
With terror and awe clouding our hearts we looked at the white, calm 


countenance from which death -was slowly erasing all shades of care, while 
there rose to our lips the prophetic words, ‘‘In the midst of life we are in 
death.’? Dressed in the rough garb of a working man there was something 
stately and dignified: about the quiet form lying so still ’gainst the boat’s 


bronze beauty. 

Silently we rowed to the green-decked shore, our hearts heavy with sad- 
ness for the drowned man whom we knew had a wife and three little ones 
depending on him. As we reached the land a woman was passing with 
some little ones clinging to her apron. 

She came down the steep bank leading to the pier with slow and halting 
steps. ‘‘Do you want any eggs, Miss?” she began, then hesitated, noting no 
doubt the anxiety written on our faces. She approached still nearer, then 
started back in horror, while her face grew ashy white though the paling lips 
could speak no word. By the cross she stood in silent pain, till at last, ‘‘Oh, 
God!” broke in anguish from her ashen lips as slowly the wild tears came. 
With a choking sob she sank on her knees on the ground by the side of the 
while the children looked with wondering eyes at their mother’s 


Slowly we turned away, unable to gaze on her sorrow, while 
could do to comfort that breaking 
as usual, but 


My thoughts winged their fligh 


prostrate form, 
stricken face. 
the men waited silently to see what they 
heart. Later they came—not with merry laugh and jest, 
quietly and seriously, for the majesty of death had awed us all. 

As we looked out some time after o’er the sunlit sea its beauty soothed 
us not, for in our mind still dwelt the picture of a desolate home where a 
broken-hearted woman, looking out with misty eyes at the sapphire ocean 
(her cruellest foe) through her cabin window was striving with heroic strength 
to lift the nail-starred cross, and laying it at the Master’s bleeding feet 


whisper ; ‘‘ Thy will be done.’’ 
EILIS N. RIAIN (Age 15 years). 


Canonization of our Father 


on 29th June, 1867, was raised to the 
honours of the altar. This illustrious 
servant of God, who merited the title 


souls), was raised up in evil days to 
restore Christian virtue, 
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Passionist Cfironicle. 


Rome.-—Basilica of SS. John and 
Paul._Writing from the Retreat of 
SS. John and Paul, Rome, to the 
members of the Passionist Congrega- 
tion, Most Rev. Father Silvius, CP. 
Father General in the course of 
his letter says:—‘‘Amid the  clash- 
ing of arms, and the sighs of 
our religious exiled on the 
battlefield, comes the joyful news of 
an approaching feast, filling our souls 
with a holy hope. It is the Golden 
Jubilee of an event ever memorable in 


St. Paul’s Chapel, in the Basi 
’ asilica of SS. John and P 
The body of the Saint lies beneath the eee ae 


the annals of our Congregation, the 


and 


rae 
animarum venator’ (hunter of 


and to pro- 


oe beginning of a period of great 
. celebrity and still - 
ounder, St. Paul of the Cross, who Ss iepity; négaute ey ties 
. K - 
children are their fathers ’; of success 
because their humble Congregation, 
once made famous by the labours at 
this holy man, advanced further and 
further towards the meridian of 
glory, on the exaltation of its Founder 


mote devotion to the Saving Passion 
of Jesus Christ. By his singular 
humility he fitted himself for the 
mighty work of founding in the 
Church a new Congregation, whose 
branches, stretching forth from the 
boughs of a gigantic tree, were to reach 
to the ends of the earth. 
* * * 
‘““ The memorable event of his enrol- 
ment. in the number of the Saints 
hastened by constant and fervent 
prayer, was for the Clerks.of the Pas- 


its 
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in the Church of God, In fact, on 
that ever-blessed day a new ere began 
for our Institute—an era that was to 
witness its marvellous propagation 
throughout the world. So great, in- 
deed, was its increase, that to the six 
then existing Provinces seven others 
were added, whilst the number of its 
members | increased three-fold and 
more. Moreover, the very tomb of 
our Founder was held in reverence. A 
beautiful shrine was built of precious 
marble—a shrine which, for its size as 
well as for the beauty of its design, is 
numbered among the principal monu- 
ments of the Eternal City, and which 
is a lasting memorial, not only of the 
gratitude of the clients of the servant 
of God, but also of the devotion of his 
sons, who have thus fittingly perpetu- 
ated the memory of their illustrious 
Father. In fine, the Saint’s feast day 
became from this time the principal 
festival amongst us, and it annually 
reminds the whole Christian world of 
this valiant soldier of the Cross, and 
of the Institute which he founded in 
the Church, 
* * * 

“The Golden Jubilee of his Canon- 
ization is now at hand, and we, 
assembled in Council, with grateful 
hearts, and souls filled. with devotion 
and reverence towards our dear Father, 
decree that ‘ the fiftieth year shall be 
holy.’ As the date on which the 
Jubilee falls is dedicated to the memory 
of the Princes of the Apostles, we have 
decided to transfer its celebration to 
another day, the fittest being, to our 
mind, that on which our holy Father 
was borne from his earthly exile to his 
heavenly home, namely, the feast of 
St. Luke, October 78th. s hope menaene 
faithful who, having confessed and 
received Holy Communion, shalt visit 
our churches and pray fervently for the 
Pope’s intentions, can gain the Por- 
tiuncula Indulgence. + + > The 
Superior is empowered to impart to the 
religious and faithful the Papal Bless- 
ing—a privilege granted by His Holi- 
ness.”” 

* * * 

Very Rev. Father Hilary, C.P., 
Consultor-General, has taken up his 
duties as a member of the Passionist 
Curia in the Retreat of SS. John and 
Paul. The new Consultor-General, well 
known as a missionary, is gifted 
with great eloquence and zeal for the 


Cc 
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salvation of souls. For nearly qo years 
he has been. engaged in giving mis- 
sions and retreats, not only in Ireland 
and Great Britain, but in Australia and 
New Zealand. 

In connection with the celebration 
of the Golden Jubilee of the Canoniza- 
tion of St. Paul of the Cross, a splen- 
didly written and beautifully illustrated 
life of the Saint in Italian has been 
issued. 

* * * 

Highgate.—St. Joseph’s.—The friends 
of Father Herbert, C.P., who was 
recently transferred to Belfast, made a 
presentation to him on the occasion of 
his departure from Highgate. Mr. F. 
Skivington, chairman of the Testi- 
monial Committee, as well as Rev. 
Father Hyacinth, C.P., Dr. P. Barra- 
gry and Major Jackson, paid well- 
deserved tributes to the splendid work 
which Father Herbert had achieved in 
Highgate, as well as to his eloquence 
and zeal in the missionary field—they 
valued him both as a friend and as a 
spititual Father. In suitable terms 
Father Herbert expressed his deep 
gratitude for the kindness that the 
people of Highgate had invariably ex- 
tended towards him during the years 
that he was connected with St. 
Joseph’s, and in a particular manner 
he wished to thank them for the prac- 
tical expression of their friendship on 
that occasion. 

The members of the Sodality of the 
Children of Mary, in order to show 
their appreciation of Father Isidore, 
C.P., who had for years been their 
Spiritual Director, made a presentation 
to him on his election as Rector of 
St. Anne’s Retreat, Sutton, 

Father Rector has inaugurated the 
practice of having Night Prayers Te- 
cited every evening in the church at 
§.30 (except on the evenings when 
there is Benediction of the Blessed 
Sacrament), with splendid results, as 
the church is crowded by the faithful, 
who come to adore and pray before 
the Prisoner of Love in the tabernacle. 

Rev. Father Xavier, C.P., has con- 
ducted’ two tet¥eats at Nazareth 
House, Hammersmith. 

* * * 

Mount Argus.—St. Paul’s.—Special 
preparations have been made for the 
solemn celebration of the Golden 
Jubilee of the Canonization of St. Paul 
of the Cross. On the following Sun- 
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day evenings, at 7.30, there will be 
Solemn Vespers and special sermons 


on the life, work and spirit of St. . 


Paul :—23rd September, Rev. Father 
Hubert, C.P., ‘‘ St. Paul, Business- 
man but Saint’’; 30th September, 
Rev. Father Columban, C.P., ‘‘St. 
Paul, Lover of the Crucified” ; wth 
October, Rev. Father Joseph, @ePiy 
“St, Paul and Modern Life’; 14th 
October, Father Hubert, C.P., (Sts 
Paul, His Order and His Friends.” The 
Jubilee celebrations will take place on 
Thursday, 18th October, on which day 
the Portiuncula Indulgence may be 
gained and the Papal Blessing will be 
imparted. 

Very Rev. Father Francis, C.P., 
Rector; Rev. Father Berchmans, €.Pi, 
and Rev. Father Ignatius will be en- 
gaged on mission work during October. 

Rev. Father Hubert, C.P., Rev. 
Father Columban, C.P., and Rev. 
Father Ignatius, C.P., have recently 
joined the community at Mount Argus. 


* * * 

Beliast.—Holy Cross, Ardoyne.—The 
weekly meetings of the Confraternity 
of the Cross and Passion during Sep- 
tember were well up to the average. 
Father Herbert, the new Director, in 
his opening address, spoke of the splen- 
did work of his predecessor, Father 
Ignatius, who, by his zeal and elo- 
quence, had brought the Confraternity 
to its present efficient state. Missions 
during the month were given by 
Fathers Rector, Vicar and Augustine 
at Randalstown, and by Father Herbert 
at Cleator Moor, Cumberland. 

Mr. Louis Werner, who for over 
forty years has been organist and choir- 
master at Holy Cross, was recently the 
recipient of the Cross “Pro ecclesia 
et pontifice.”’ His many friends in 
Belfast showed their appreciation of 
the honour conferred upon Mr. Werner 
by entertaining him in Ardoyne Halil, 
when the Cross was formally pinned on 
his breast by Very Rev. Father Ber- 
nard, and the accompanying parchment, 
beautifully framed,. together with a 
cheque, were handed to Mr. Werner. 
Many well-known vocalists contributed 
to the enjoyment of a pleasant evening. 

* * # 


In connection with celebration of 
the titular feast of the Church—the 
Exaltation of the Cross~special ser- 
mons will be preached, morning and 
evening, on Sunday, ajrd September, 


by Rev. Father Columban, C.P., Mount 
Argus, Dublin. 
* * * 

Sutton.—St. Anne’s.—Death of Father 
Cuthbert Hooker, C.P.—With feelings 
of deep sorrow we announce the death 
of the venerable Passionist priest, 
Father Cuthbert Hooker, which oc- 
curred at St. Anne’s Retreat, Sutton, 
on 3rd September, fortified by the 
Sacraments of Holy Church. Born in 
1840 at Langton, Lincolnshire, of an 
old English stock that had the grace 
of never losing or wavering in the 
Faith. Mass was celebrated in those 
days at the home of the Hookers, and 
the chalice then used is now in posses- 
sion of the Passionist Fathers. Trained 
in such a home, it is not surprising 
that two of the sons became priests 
and. two daughters entered religion. 
Father Cuthbert received his primary 
education from a Catholic private tutor, 
and afterwards studied at Ampleforth 
and Radcliffe Colleges, and in 1860 
joined the Passionist Order. He was 
a fervent and strict observer of the 
Holy Rules of the Institute, and one of 
his last acts of love for the Sacred 
Passion was to kiss the badge, worn 
on his habit, which is commemorative 
of the sufferings of our Divine Lord. 
His whole life might be summed up 
as was Job’s—‘‘ He was simple and 
upright, fearing God and avoiding 
evil.” Father Cuthbert was never 
weary in doing deeds of charity, and 
his zeal for the salvation of souls was 
unbounded. Gladly, even in his old 
age, he passed several hours in the 
Confessional, to the sick and poor he 
was ever a good Samaritan, and when 
he preached, in his own simple but 
solid style, he displayed an earnestness 
and fervour which touched the hearts 
of his hearers. The obsequies of the 
deceased Passionist were attended by 
a large number of clergy, and his re- 
mains were laid to rest in the cemetery 
attached to the Sutton Retreat. R.I-P. 

* * & 

Harborne.—St. Mary’s.—A pleasing 
feature of the last month was the un- 
veiling of a beautiful stained glass 
window in the Lady Chapel, the work 
of Messrs. Hardman. The Sunday 
Within the Octave of Our Lady’s 
Nativity was the day chosen for the 
ceremony; and at the evening service, 
when the unveiling took place, the 
special sermon for the occasion was 
preached by the Rector, Very Rev. 
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Father Antoninus, C.P. The window, 
which represents our Blessed Lady in 
centre with her parents, SS. Joachim 
and Anne on either side, is the gift of 
Mr. S. Jewsbury, of Harborne, as a 
memorial to his late wife, whose patron 
was St. Anne. 

The Very Rev. Father Antoninus 
(Rector) and Rev. Father Herbert, 
C.P., opened a mission on 16th ult. at 
Cleator, Cumberland. 

The Rev. Father Cornelius, C.P., 
has been appointed to take charge of 
the growing parish of St. Mary’s, in 
succession to Rev. Father Columban, 
C.P., on his departure to Dublin 

* * * 

Carmarthen.—St. Mary’s.—-During 
the past month the Fathers have been 
supplying at Pembry, where there is 
quite a colony of munition workers, 
most of whom are from Ireland. Lady 
Catherine Ashburnham, whose tresi- 
dence is at Pembry, has very kindly 
thrown open her house-chapel to the 
public. Father Finbar, C.P., Vicar, was 
there on September 9th and 16th, and 
on each occasion the beautiful chapel 
was thronged with devout worshippers. 
Many developments are promised after 
the war on the Ashburnham estate, 
and a great future, we believe, is in 
store for the Pembry Mission. 

We have to chronicle the marriage, 
on Wednesday, September 5th, of Miss 
Osyth Bland, daughter of our respected 
parishioners, Mr. and Mrs. Bland, to 
Mr. Harold Burgess, of Newport. 
Father Finbar was the officiating 
priest, and a large number, among 
whom were many non-Catholic friends, 
filled the church in every part. Miss 
Cooke, L.R.A.M., presided at the 
organ. . 

Very Rev. Father Urban, C.P., Rec- 
tor, gave the annual Retreat to the 
Sisters of the Cross and Passion at 
Warrington. 

* * * 

Glasgow. — St. Mungo’s. — This 
great centre of Catholicity has now re- 
sumed its normal life and activity after 
the summer holidays. \The parochial 
schools were well attended at their 
re-opening, and the children made 
their monthly general Holy Commu- 
nion on Sunday, September 16th. Sore 
4oo approached the altar rails, at the 
9.15 o'clock ,.Mass—very gratifying 
evidence of the excellent religious 
training given them at school. 
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The Festival of the Exaltation of 
the Cross was solemnly observed here 
on Sunday, 16th September. by a Sol- 
emn High Mass and special sermon. 
A notable feature of St. Mungo’s ser- 
vices is the devotional singing of the 
Girls’ Junior Choir, who undertake the 
singing of the week evening services. — 
This choir is composed of fifty voices 
and they maintain the singing at a 
high level of efficiency. 

Very, Rev. Father Alban, C.P., 
Rector, has conducted a Retreat for 
the community at the Presentation 
Convent, Lucan, Co. Dublin. 

# * * | 

Blessed Gabriel’s Retreat, Ennis- 
killen.—Recently the devotional little 
church of the Passionist Fathers at the 
Graan, Enniskillen, was thronged with 
devout worshippers to witness the 
religious profession of novices. Their 
names were:—Brothers Finian Connell 
(Delvin, Co. Westmeath), Clement 
O’Shea (London), Stephen Lafferty 
(Irvinestown), Austin Tierney (Dublin), 
Alexius Boyd (Scotstown, Monaghan), 
Columba Daly (Cork), Victor Lough- 
ran (Belfast), and Cronan Doyle (Wick- 
low). 

The Very Rev. Father John, ‘C.P., 
Provincial, officiated, assisted by the 
Very Rev. Fr. Ephrem, C.P., master 
of novices; and Rev. Fr. Colman, 
C.P., vice-master. 

In the course of the ceremony the 
Father Provincial delivered an address 
on the dignity and privileges of the 
religious state and the sublimity of 
the work for which the.young novices 
were preparing themselves through a 
long course of prayer and study—the 
preaching of Christ Crucified. To the 
usual vows of Poverty, Chastity, and 
Obedience they added a fourth, viz., 
to promote devotion in the hearts of 
the faithful to the Passion of Our 
Divine Lord. ” 

To the onlooker the most impressive 
and pathetic part of the beautiful cere- 
monial was when the novices lay pro- 
strate in the Sanctuary, clad in their 
black Habits, while the History of the 
Passion according to St. John’s Gospel 
was read and the dead bells were 
tolled. One could not help thinking 
how wonderful is the appeal of the 
Catholic Church to the highest aspira- 
tions of the human heart. 

At the conclusion of the ceremony the 


newly-professed novices passed through 
the church in solemn procession, each 
bearing a cross upon his shoulder and 
a crown of thorns upon his head. The 
Very Rev Father William, C.P., Rec- 
tor, and the Rev. Father Raphael, 
C.P., Glasgow, and the members of 
the community were present. 

The Rector (Father William, C.P.) 
has given a mission at Tubbercurry, 
Co. Sligo, and a retreat at Oxford; 
and the Vicar (Father Anselm, C.P.) 
has conducted two retreats at Convents 
of the Sisters of the Cross and Passion. 

* * * 

Broadway.—St. Saviour’s.—The Gol- 
den Jubilee of the religious profession 
of Rev. Father Placid Wareing, C.P., 


whose graceful and devotional articles’ 


in ‘‘The Cross” have been so much 
appreciated by its readers occurs on 
13th November. During the long span 
of fifty years he has creditably occupied 
many responsible offices in the Order— 
Provincial Consultor, Superior of vari- 
ous Retreats, professor of theology, 
philosophy, and belles lettres, while at 
intervals he took an active part in mis- 
sionary work as well as Spiritual Direc- 
tor of religious communities. Father 
Placid wears his years well and, we 


. are glad to say, is still active in the 
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fulfilment of his priestly duties as well 
as in his literary labours. Readers of 
“The Cross’? as well as his many 
friends will rejoice with this venerable 
Passionist Father on the completion of 
the fiftieth year of his religious life, 
and will pray that he may be long 
spared to labour in the vineyard of the 
Divine Husbandman. _ 

Solemn High Mass was celebrated 
both on the festival of the Assumption 
of Our Lady as well as on the Sunday 
within the Octave. An augmented 
choir, including Mr. and Madame de 
Navarro (Mary Anderson); Mr. 
Murray Davey, and Mr. Defaur (a dis- 
tinguished member of the Belgian 
musical world.) An open-air procession 
took place in the grounds, and Rev. 
Father Placid, C.P., preached on the 
Mystery of the Assumption. 

Addressing his congregation, Rev. 
Mr. Stanforth, the Protestant Rector, 
of Broadway, accorded a welcome to 
the new Rector of St. Saviour’s—Very 
Rev. Father Egwin, C.P., as well as 
to the young priests who have come to 
complete their studies. 

A Retreat for the community was 
recently conducted at St. Paul’s Con- 
vent, Selly Park, Birmingham, by 
Very Rev. Father Egwin, C.P. 


